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    To Dad: he never quite understood what his sons were up to, but had the good sense to back them anyway.
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Foreword
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RELIABLE ARCHEOLOGICAL evidence documents a prehistoric presence of the Nez Perce Indians in and around the deep canyons that define the borders of present day Idaho and Oregon. Their ancestors lived there eight to ten thousand years ago, long before Homer’s Ulysses set sail for Troy.

The Nez Perce people’s ancient claim on their homeland adds to the poignancy of their heroic effort to keep the peace and hold onto their homes in the Nineteenth Century. That they failed defies justice and speaks to the ruthless efficiency of advanced technology when people and their cultures stand in the way of progress. Their story reminds us of the plight of all peoples when cultures collide and violence erupts.

This story is couched in the times and events that ultimately led to the Nez Perce War of 1877. During this time, General Oliver Otis Howard ordered the remaining bands of Non-treaty Nez Perce to join the Treaty Nez Perce on the government assigned reservation in northern Idaho, a pittance of the great expanse that was taken from them. Despite the validity of their claims and faced with war’s only alternative, they achieved the impossible terms of General Howard’s ultimatum. Doing so only served to increase the tension between the Non-treaty Nez Perce and the white settlers in Oregon and Idaho. Inevitably, violence broke out. White settlers were killed by a few errant warriors. The army retaliated against all the Non-treaty people.

The first military clash was a one-sided affair at White Bird Canyon. The army and a contingent of Idaho volunteers opened fire on the Nez Perce who approached them under a white flag of truce. It was only by the slimmest circumstances the army avoided Custer’s fate on the Little Bighorn a year earlier. The Nez Perce suffered no casualties. The army was met and defeated again at Cottonwood. While General Howard claimed the battle of the Clearwater as a great victory, historians generally concede that, at best, it resulted in a draw. However, this battle convinced the Nez Perce they needed to seek sanctuary away from the army’s guns.

The Nez Perce fled Idaho and sought safety elsewhere. What followed was a summer and fall that featured out-numbered Nez Perce combatants moving their families, along with thousands of horses, nearly seventeen hundred circuitous miles while engaging the United States Army and a host of Idaho and Montana volunteers. Their gallant flight, first to eastern Montana, where they erroneously sought help from the Crow, and then north to Canada, came to a tragic end in the shadow of the Bear Paw Mountains, scant miles from the Canadian border. Colonel Nelson Miles, leading the fourth army in an attempt to trap them, finally succeeded. Miles took four hundred eighteen prisoners – eighty-seven men, one hundred eighty-four women, and one hundred forty-seven children. Another two hundred thirty-three Nez Perce fled towards Canada. Most of them made it. Some were recaptured by Miles or killed by other Indians. The remains of over one hundred comrades and family members marked the trail of the Nez Perce flight from Idaho and across Montana. The thirty-three members of the Non-treaty band led by Red Heart languished as prisoners of war in Fort Vancouver, Washington. Their sin: returning to Idaho from a hunt in Montana when the war broke out.

At the time of the Nez Perce surrender some forty miles from the Canadian border, the leaders who fought the white men were reduced to two men. Looking Glass, the vain but valiant travel and war leader, was dead. Ollokot, the leader of the young men, was dead. Lean Elk, called Poker Joe by the whites, was dead. Toohoolhoolzote, the fiery orator who frustrated General Howard, was dead. Hahtalekin, the leader of the Palouse who allied themselves with the Non-treaty Nez Perce, was dead. Only White Bird and Joseph survived.

White Bird refused to surrender. Eventually, he and a small band of Nez Perce made it to Canada and the protection of Sitting Bull, who was himself hiding from the army after the defeat of George Armstrong Custer’s Seventh Cavalry on the Little Bighorn. White Bird died in exile.

Joseph was destined to become one of the great American statesmen. After his now-famous surrender speech, he laid down his arms on the condition that his people be allowed to return to their homes in Idaho. This did not happen. The people were sent instead to impossible conditions in Kansas and Oklahoma. Joseph persevered on their behalf. Like Moses confronting the Pharaoh, Joseph spoke and reasoned, even to the halls of the Capitol, until good sense and public pressure let his people return to their ancestral home – at least the tiny part that was left. Joseph was never allowed to return to the reservation in Idaho or to his hallowed home – Wallowa – in northeastern Oregon. He spent his last days in exile on the Coleville Reservation in Washington.

Unfortunately, history books tend to gloss over the personal stories lost in the sweep of momentous events. Occasionally, the personal dramas come out. Anne Frank’s diary comes to mind. But for the most part, the impact of historically significant events on the private dreams and lives of individuals is left to the writers of historical fiction.

So, come. Follow the fortunes of Lame Bird, Rides Well, Sergeant Harry Adkins, Private Isaac Ramsey, Otter, Tall Grass, and their supporting cast of real and fictional characters as they wrestle with the whims of the empire makers in the Nez Perce war of 1877.

Dan Strawn

September 2012 
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ABIGAIL WILMOT—Isaac Ramsey’s first love (fictional).

Badger—Boyhood friend of One Boy/Lame Bird (fictional).

Bear Necklace—Non-treaty Nez Perce warrior (fictional).

Big Ears—Flathead Warrior who hunted buffalo with Rides Well (fictional).

Black Eagle—non-treaty Nez Perce warrior (fictional).

Blackbird Wing—Non-treaty Nez Perce. Member of Joseph’s Wallowa band and mother of Long Face (fictional).

Broken Nose—Non-treaty Nez Perce warrior (fictional).

Captain Frederick Benteen—Field officer, 7th Cavalry.

Captain James Wilkinson—An aide to General Howard

Captain Joel Trimble—Field officer, 1st Cavalry.

Colonel John Gibbon—Commander 7th Infantry; wounded at the Big Hole.

Colonel Samuel D. Sturgis—Commander 7th Cavalry.

Corporal Earl Hopkins—Noncommissioned officer, 1st Cavalry (fictional).

Elk Leg—Rides Well’s hunting partner (fictional).

Five Wounds—Non treaty Nez Perce warrior. Killed at the Big Hole.

Flint Necklace (Looking Glass Sr.)—One of the early Nineteenth Century Nez Perce leaders—father to Looking Glass, a war leader in the 1877 War.

General Irwin McDowell—Commander of the Division of the Pacific. General Howard’s commanding officer.

General Oliver Otis Howard—Commander of the Department of the Columbia, which at the time consisted of the state of Oregon and the territories of Washington and Idaho. Headquartered at Fort Vancouver, Washington.

General William Tecumseh Sherman—Commanding General of the Army. Commanding officer of all the Army’s generals.

Gray Fox—Non-treaty Nez Perce warrior (fictional).

Hahtalekin—Leader of the Palouse. Killed at the Big Hole.

Hair Covered Over His Eyes—Non-treaty Nez Perce Warrior.

Herald Carver—Montana volunteer in Gibbon’s command (fictional).

James Ramsey—Isaac Ramsey’s father (fictional).

Jeremiah Small Elk—Treaty Nez Perce; guide for the army (fictional).

John Adkins—Sergeant Adkins’ older brother (fictional).

Joseph—Leader of the band of Non-treaty Nez Perce who lived in the Wallowa Valley (located in what is now eastern Oregon); exiled to Kansas, Oklahoma and Washington.

Lame Bird—Son of Rides Well and Swan Woman; called One Boy in his youth (fictional).

Lawyer—Leader of the Treaty Nez Perce.

Lean Elk—Nez Perce war leader who joined the 1877 War after the Nez Perce entered Montana; also called Poker Joe. Killed at Bear Paw.

Lieutenant Hartnell—Field officer, 1st Cavalry (fictional).

Long Face—Teenage son of Blackbird Wing (fictional).

Looking Glass—For a time, war leader of the Nez Perce in the 1877 War. Killed at Bear Paw.

Louisa Ramsey—Isaac Ramsey’s mother (fictional).

Major John Green—Marched north from Fort Boise to join pursuit of Nez Perce; brought Companies D, E, G and L, First Cavalry, Companies B & F, Twelfth Infantry, plus twenty-two Bannock scouts (some sources say he brought thirty-five Bannock Scouts).

Mary Ramsey—Isaac Ramsey’s older sister (fictional).

Mathew Ramsey—Isaac Ramsey’s older brother (fictional).

Mean Man—Non-treaty Nez Perce Warrior.

No Heart—Non-treaty Nez Perce warrior. Killed at the Big Hole.

Old Joseph—Joseph’s father, leader of the Wallowa band of Nez Perce prior to Joseph.

White Bird—Leader of Non-treaty Nez Perce occupying White Bird Canyon in what is now Idaho; exiled to Canada.

Ollokot—War leader of the young men in the 1877 War. Joseph’s younger brother—commanded fifty of the seventy warriors who defeated the army at White Bird; killed at Bear Paw.

One Boy—Son of Rides Well and Swan Woman; later called Lame Bird (fictional).

Otter—Rides Well’s brother, tribal seer and prophet; surrogate father to One Boy/Lame Bird (fictional).

Private Isaac Ramsey—Eighteen-year-old private in the 1st Cavalry (fictional).

Rainbow—Non-treaty Nez Perce warrior. Killed at the Big Hole.

Raven—Non-treaty Nez Perce warrior (fictional).

Rides Well—Lame Bird’s Father (fictional).

Red Bear—Syringa’s husband; Lame Bird’s brother-in-law (fictional).

Swan Woman—Lame Bird’s Mother (fictional).

Syringa—One of Lame Bird’s three older sisters (fictional).

Toohoolhoolzote—One of the leaders of the Non-treaty Nez Perce. Killed at Bear Paw. 

Two Moons—Non-treaty Nez Perce who commanded twenty of the seventy warriors who defeated the army at White Bird.

Yellow Wolf—Non-treaty Nez Perce warrior.

Wahlitits—Non-treaty Nez Perce warrior, killed at the Big Hole.

Wahlitits’ wife—Non-treaty Nez Perce; wife of Wahlitits; only known female combatant in the 1877 war; killed at the Big Hole.

Tall Grass—Otter’s wife; surrogate mother to One Boy/Lame Bird (fictional).

Sergeant Harry Adkins—Noncommissioned officer, 1st Cavalry (fictional).

Walter Adkins—Sergeant Adkins’ younger brother (fictional).

Tom Taggart—Noncommissioned officer, 1st Cavalry; Sergeant Adkins’ friend (fictional).

Pronghorn—Bannock warrior, scout for the army who came north with Major Green from Fort Boise (fictional).

Trooper Thomas—Private, 1st Cavalry (fictional).

Weasel—Bannock warrior (fictional).
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ONE BOY’S LEGACY – Early Fall, 1860

Moon When The Elk Bugle

If Rides Well had any premonition about the tragic event that, before the sun set, would change his life forever, he would have been riding back to his family while the early morning stars still lit the sky. But he felt no presentiment, no hunch, no omen, no warning of what was about to unfold. So, he resisted the urge to roll out of his blanket and brace the crisp, predawn cold. Instead, he lay on his back, watched the stars retreat from the advancing dawn and listened to the last of night’s sounds: the gurgling stream that had lulled him to sleep, the stamping of the horses’ hobbled hooves as they moved through the trees at the meadow’s edge, one final yap from the coyote whose howling had disturbed his sleep throughout the night.

The sound of footsteps directed his gaze to the stream. He saw Elk Leg splashing cool water on his face. Rides Well turned back for a moment and watched the dark sky slowly turning light. He clinched his blanket tight with both hands under his chin, sealed off the morning chill and reflected on his good life.

He had just completed his boyhood vision quest when he rode to the buffalo country with some of Flint Necklace’s warriors. When he returned three summers later, he pushed seven horses in front of him. Alone in his thoughts, Rides Well felt a private smugness when he recalled how none of the Real People, the Nimi’ipuu, noticed his damaged right leg when he dismounted and led his horse into the growing crowd of villagers. The leg wanted to buckle when it first touched the ground, but he willed it to be strong. Now, some nine summers later, he lay on the ground and moved his toes to see if he could resurrect any semblance of that old wound. He ran his fingers down the back of his thigh and felt the ragged scar while his thumb rested on a matching scar just above the top of his knee. For an instant, he felt again that sudden fear when the Blackfeet discovered his raid on their horses. Thinking on it, he became embarrassed at the way he panicked in his flight. When he pressed hard where their arrow had pierced his leg, he conjured up the dull ache that accompanied him for the time it took him to fully recover. He ceased the rough massage of those old wounds and let his fingers caress the spot where the arrow had entered. He allowed his mind to bask in the adoration of the Nimi’ipuu when they learned he had stolen the horses from their feared enemy, the Blackfeet. From that time on, the Nimi’ipuu called him Rides Well.

Rides Well felt a surge of pride as he thought on how he used his newly acquired warrior status and the captured horses to court Swan Woman and her family. In the end, he and his family would add another twenty-one horses to the captured seven before he could claim Swan Woman as his bride.

The thought of Swan Woman broke his moment of reflection. He threw back the blanket and jumped up. He reached down and tapped his sleeping friend. “Wake up,” he said. “Elk Leg shames us. Already he catches his horse and makes ready to go. We must ride hard to reach home before the sun goes tomorrow.”

That same morning, Swan Woman climbed out of her summer lodge. She stretched, faced the sun and surveyed the cloudless sky. The long rays of the early morning sun reached out, but didn’t quite find her. She shivered. Before long, she thought, the snows will come.

Already, three sunrises had come and gone. She knew the hunt didn’t always go well. Maybe the elk lured them away into the hills or down into the canyons. It had happened before. She felt a certain sense of urgency. She shivered again.

As soon as she fed her daughters, Swan Woman gathered up her bone awl, buckskin threads and the wolf-skin she’d worked so hard to cure. Now she bent to the task of finishing the coat that would keep her husband warm on winter hunts. The wolf skin was heavy. She struggled with its bulk as she finished lacing one edge of the shirt’s front to the back. She pulled the skin around to begin the next row of sewing. A sharp twinge in her lower back caused her to wince and slowly stand up. She stretched with her arms and rubbed her back just below her ribs, seeking to massage the hurt away. The pain receded. In a few minutes she was busily engaged with her awl and thread.

By mid-morning, the earlier pain had returned. Lower now, it changed to a constant ache that radiated from her back into the pit of her stomach. Swan Woman tried to push the ache out of her mind as she worked feverishly to finish cutting the collar. With a deft move of her steel knife, she cut away the excess hide, put it aside and reached around for her awl. A pain shot from her lower back into her belly, followed by a quick surge of pressure. She gasped, grabbed her swollen stomach with both hands, felt the wet leak out of her.

In the late afternoon, as scudding clouds chased the setting sun behind the sweep of the hills, Swan Woman pushed her baby boy into the waiting hands of the women who attended her. Some turned to clean the baby and dote over it. A few waited for the afterbirth that always followed. But no afterbirth came. In its stead: a torrent of blood.

In keeping with the tradition of the Nimi’ipuu, the wife of Rides Well’s brother took Swan Woman’s baby and her three daughters into her lodge. A real name would come later. She called him One Boy because now he shared this lodge with his sisters and the baby girl who also suckled at his aunt’s breasts.

Three times, Rides Well had ridden to the buffalo country beyond the mountains. Each time, he returned with hides and meat, goods acquired in trade with the Flatheads and white traders, or prizes of war taken from the Big Bellies, Snakes or Blackfeet. With each return, The Nimi’ipuu warriors who rode with him told tales that added to the mystique of the man called Rides Well. With each return, Swan Woman greeted him with joy, pride and a new daughter. On this return from just a short hunt for elk, Swan Woman was dead. Losing her overwhelmed him.

Rides Well’s grief drove him out of Joseph’s camp in the Wallowa Valley into the rolling hills, where the Umatillas fished for the salmon and steelhead. Even though the Umatillas welcomed him, he only stayed for a short while. He wandered over the hills, drinking water sparingly and only eating when game stumbled into his path. When the winter snows came, he found his way to Joseph’s village. It was situated in a low valley next to the river called Weleéwuh, the one that wandered down the canyons until it merged with the Pib’únen, the river the white man called Snake.

In the hard winter, Rides Well kept to himself. Only rarely did he visit his daughters and son in the long winter lodge where they slept with his brother, Otter, Otter’s wife, Tall Grass, and other families.

In those times when the clouds blew off and the sun looked down on the white landscape, Rides Well would ride down the canyon and watch the winding waters of the river. Sometimes he would find a sheltered ledge in the canyon walls, build a fire and stay. There, he would struggle with the loss of Swan Woman. His hurt, his frustration, his inability to vanquish the foe that had taken his wife was a voracious bear that gnawed on his insides. He wanted to let it out, to scream his anguish and drive his knife into the heart of the hurtful bear. He never did. When the bitter, cold snowflakes came, he would watch them snuff out the fire. Then, he would will the bear to sleep and ride back to the village.

No longer did he go out with the other hunters in search of elk and deer. He rode alone, and, if he came across game, he would bring it to Otter and Tall Grass. On those occasions, he would look in on One Boy and his sisters. He would stay and visit for a while.

On one such visit, he watched Tall Grass dote over his children and her own baby girl. 

“It is good,” Otter told Rides Well. “Tall Grass treats them all well and has milk for both babies.”

Rides Well nodded and watched with approving eyes as Tall Grass moved about the lodge tending to the evening meal. One Boy began to fuss, and his gaze followed Tall Grass as she served first Rides Well and then Otter. Tall Grass put down the ladle she had used to serve up the food, opened the side of her elk skin dress and lifted the fussing One Boy. The infant attacked the gorged breast. His fussing gave way to contented slurps and gurgles. In between spoonfuls of the rich broth Tall Grass had set before him, Rides Well watched his son nurse. As he lifted the wooden spoon to his mouth, his son cried out and twisted his head in a frantic search for the nipple that suddenly evaded him. Tall Grass cooed to him in soft tones while she lifted her breast and guided it toward his searching mouth. Rides Well watched, transfixed by the tenderness of the moment. Tears welled up in his eyes. The spoon, suspended midway between his bowl and his mouth, shook. Deep inside, he felt the sleeping bear beginning to stir. He knew if he opened his mouth it would rush for the daylight, roar its defiance and let out Rides Well’s frustration, his agony, his devastating pain. Rides Well pressed his lips together, dropped the trembling spoon in the bowl and looked away.

The next morning, Rides Well reined his spotted horse to a halt at the top of the ridge that separated the village from the horse herd. The twin puffs of cold steam that escaped his horse’s nostrils nearly matched the cadence of vapor emanating from his own nose and mouth. He watched Otter shuffling up the trail through ankle-deep drifts of new snow, his frozen breath rising from the heavy folds of a buffalo robe where he hid his head from the threat of the morning cold, rather like a turtle that retreats into his shell to hide from danger.

Otter worked his way up the ridge. Rides Well could only see the top of his younger brother’s head. As he watched Otter, he couldn’t help but reflect on their differences. Rides Well was born with a quick wit and extraordinary physical skill, his value to the Nimi’ipuu rooted in his innate skills as a warrior and hunter. These talents earned him his people’s universal respect. Otter didn’t share the physical prowess of his older brother. Nevertheless, Rides Well had great admiration for Otter. Otter was fast becoming the orator, the story teller, the seer, the man working quietly, away from the center of tribal power – the one who reinforced the Nimi’ipuu’s common bond through tradition and their ties to the Wallowa Valley, the land the Spirit Chief gave them when the world was young. Otter knew the legends, and he knew how to relate these legends to the essence of their religion and the events of their everyday lives.

Rides Well sat on his horse and waited. His horse stared at the shapeless figure climbing the ridge. The horse’s ears pitched forward, and he reached out with his nose in a futile attempt to pick up the scent. The wind blew his long tail around his legs. His long winter mane lashed his neck. His forelock blew down and almost touched his eyes.

Otter reached the top of the ridge just as a brisk breeze picked up a corner of his robe and threw it back, exposing his throat to the freezing air. His left hand reached up from its warm haven in the depth of the robe, snatched the errant flap and secured it. He stood before the stoic, mounted Rides Well and waited for him to speak. The wind blew. Otter waited. Rides Well’s horse snorted and shook his head up and down. Rides Well reined him in and turned his horse in a full circle. He faced Otter and said nothing. The two brothers looked at each other through the wind and snow, a silent sharing of boy-to-manhood recollections. Finally, Rides Well spoke.

“I must go away. I must find a new place with other Nimi’ipuu, where I’m not reminded of my life with Swan Woman.”

Otter stood there as if he hadn’t heard. The wind seemed to have picked just him to attack. He wrapped the robe even tighter and reflected on Rides Well’s words.

Shrouded in his robe, Otter faced the wind and Rides Well. Rides Well sat casually astride his powerful, spotted horse. His upper torso was wrapped in a heavy, wolf-skin coat, his feet covered by winter moccasins, his legs encased in fur-wrapped leggings, his head crowned by the flattened nose and ears of a coyote-skin cape that flowed down the back of his neck and covered his shoulders. In a deerskin case strapped to his back, he carried the sheep horn bow that would send arrows completely through a buffalo – that is, for the few warriors strong enough to pull until the arrowhead rested at the base of the bow. Otter sensed, more than saw, the raw power hidden beneath Rides Well’s outer garments – the veins that stood out against biceps even as he loosely held the reins in his left hand, the thick, bull-like neck wedged between powerful shoulders, the corded thighs, and granite calves that hung naturally off the side of his horse. And the intelligent face that seemed to challenge onlookers to look away, even though they saw nothing threatening in his gaze.

Out of nowhere, a flurry of snow whipped up in a rising eddy of wind that caught Rides Well and his horse in its vortex. They became dancing phantoms in the midst of the whirling, wind-borne snow. Otter watched without emotion, as if spinning winds that rose to the sky were common winter events, as if he had seen this spectral ballet before, even though these kinds of winds were born on hot summer days, never in the hard, cold winter. Almost as quickly as it came, the spinning wind died, and Rides Well brought his rearing horse under control.

Now the snow came thick. The wind let up, didn’t quite quit. Heavy flakes blew into Otter, almost obliterating the two brothers’ view of each other. They stood on the ridge. No words passed between them. The wind returned – steady and hard – straight into Otter’s face. He was forced to yell the words that had been forming in his mind.

“Yes, you must go, Rides Well. I had a dream last night. I knew you would be here, waiting to talk. You must go. Go to the herd. Pick out your best horses for the hunt...”

Otter waited, hoping the thick snow and the hard wind would abate. Rides Well looked straight at Otter. Waited. Ignored the cruel wind. Disregarded the cold snow. The wind picked up velocity. The wind lashed the horse’s tail around its legs, its hindquarters hunched low in an attempt to offer a smaller target for the biting wind.

Otter braced himself, took a wide stance and leaned into the storm’s onslaught.

“You won’t come back, Rides Well, but the hunting will be good.”

“And my children – my daughters, my son?”

“You must go, Rides Well, away from Swan Woman’s children. Go to the herd. Pick out your best horses...”

The wind died away, and the snow fell straight from the heavens. In a matter of a few seconds, Rides Well, his spotted horse, and Otter wore a white mantle that bridged the distance between them.

In the muffled silence that attended the heavy snowfall, Otter lowered his voice, and spoke in soft, gentle tones.

“Go, Rides Well. Your daughters will flourish. Your son will know he is the son of Swan Woman and Rides Well, the warrior who stole seven horses from the Blackfeet.”

They faced each other in that white storm for a long moment. Then, saying nothing, Rides Well, like the apparition in Otter’s dream, reined his horse and rode into the falling curtain of white.

Otter watched, ignored the snow, the galling cold, the icy crystals hanging off his brow and eye lashes. “Go, Rides Well,” he whispered. “I had a dream last night.” Tears froze on his face as he peered into the solid wall of snow in the direction of the herd. He turned towards the village, the wind at his back.

A week later, Rides Well rode into the Prairie of Butterflies, and a few days after to Kamiah, where The Nimi’ipuu were born from the sea monster’s dripping blood. There he found Flint Necklace’s band. He stayed with them, and when the snows melted he rode with Flint Necklace’s group over the pass and through the mountains the white men call Bitterroots. There, on the high plains, they joined with Flathead friends in a great buffalo hunt. Rides Well went out on his best hunting horse as soon as the scouts rode into the village with the news the vast herd had been found. He never came back.

On the northern prairie, nestled in the bosom of the high eastern peaks, Flathead warriors became storytellers. They repeated what they had seen when they joined the Nimi’ipuu in the buffalo hunt.

They told how they saw the Nimi’ipuu’s horse stumble and throw the warrior onto the ground.

“Wo!” they would say. “Old Buffalo saw the Nimi’ipuu had lost his bow. Old Buffalo knew now the Nimi’ipuu couldn’t hurt him from a distance. He stopped to paw the ground and challenge the Nimi’ipuu to fight.”

Their stories took on an aura of awe when they described how Old Buffalo charged, and how Rides Well sidestepped the bull’s initial thrust to deliver such a blow that, even from a great distance, the Flathead and Nimi’ipuu warriors heard sinew pop and saw blood gush as the tomahawk bit into the base of Old Buffalo’s neck.

“Wo!” the storytellers said. “The Nimi’ipuu’s medicine was powerful. It was as if he was mad at the world. His tomahawk drove Old Buffalo to his knees, and Old Buffalo roared in anger.”

The winter fires cast a ghostly mural on the teepee walls as the storytellers acted out the ensuing drama.

They described in words and dance how the Nimi’ipuu
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